The nurses at the front know that they have warm friends among the public at home, but we do not doubt that every practical evidence of sympathy will be warmly appreciated. Mrs. Leather-Culley, who is starting to South Africa on Saturday, "feels that the nurses must often wish there were shops at the front instead of only the bare veldt," and she is taking out with her a number of articles likely to be wanted badly. Her self-imposed mission is approved by the Royal Army Medical Corps. The articles entrusted to her she will place, on her arrival, at the disposal of Sir John Furley, Chief Commissioner of the British Red Cross Society, and we learn that she has received " general and generous support." It is not suggested that the nurses cannot afford to purchase the articles in question, but the idea is to show a little gratitude for their professional services to our soldiers by providing them with things which they may not be able to obtain where they are.
ARTICLES WANTED FOR THE WOUNDED.
Some time ago we alluded to the zeal and energy of the nurses and patients of the Samaritan Free Hospital in making and sending 80 " when they have received instruction on these points, have gained sufficient experience to enable them to undertake the nursing of fever cases in private, and have served long enough to be entitled to a testimonial, off they go." The result is that the nursing staff is constantly changing. But he admits that a fever hospital cannot expect to attract to its service in any large numbers women of the stamp nowadays to be found in the best general hospitals, because the latter offer a training in most, if not all, branches of nursing; because of the social ostracism involved in life in a fever hospital; and because of the fear of contracting disease. As to the last, Dr working order, local probationers will be taken at the hospital, and trained' with the object of enabling them to act as nurses. The' change is one of obvious importance, and, it may behoped, will be the precursor of a similar alteration in many other Colonial hospitals.
THE PRINCESS KOMATSU OF JAPAN AND THE
"LONDON" HOSPITAL BONNETS.
The Princess Komatsu, who is the head of the Japanese Ladies' Nursing Guild, was so pleased with the "London" Hospital bonnet worn by one of the nurses who has gone out to Japan under the auspices of the Colonial Nursing Association, that she has sent it to Yokohama to be copied. In future all members of the guild are to wear bonnet s when they are on duty.
A PLEASANT ENTERTAINMENT TO What with one thing and another, I occupied a fortnight comfortably enough, and then I began to get tired, desperately tired, of the waiting and the idleness. I was not used to idleness, I had always been in the position of having more work than I could do, and I had never been good at "waiting." During that time I saw more of my fellownurses than I had hitherto done, and was able to study them better.
I found out that the difference between them and others I had met was not so wide as I imagined. The type was in some cases the same, the difference being more in the want of breadth of outlook, the narrowness of view. This I could only wonder at for a time, till, by degrees, I found out that while in some respects, and professionally, the American nurse is placed on a higher plane than her English sister, in another, that is, socially, she ranks much lower, and that her life is generally a lonely one, and her intercourse limited practically to women of her own profession. As soon as she has graduated and taken her diploma, the My First Night at "Claremont."
As the day wore on we climbed steadily higher and higher, leaving the snowleas country round Boston and Concord behind us until we got to the region of the snow, and from every wayside station we passed the icicles hung in clusters a yard long. It was evening when I got to the end of the journey. Everywhere snow lay, and when presently we emerged from the city?such a queer little city as it seemed driving through it that first night, with its shabby little shops and its glaring electric light?and dashed into the open country round the hospital, the runners sank into snow that looked at least two feet deep. I am not likely to forget my first night at Claremont.
I had been travelling all day, and at ten o'clock I had to go on with twenty-five strange patients? most of them paying. They were scattered up and down?in single private rooms, in wards holding two, three, and four. They were of all kinds and classes, and were suffering from all sorts of diseases. There were two amputations?one of both feet?done that day; there was a case of acute rheumatic fever, and a case of removal of rectum from cancer, operated upon two days before. A case of senile decay, and a slave to the morphia habit, occupied rooms on each side of a young mother and her child, and every one of the twentyfive patients possessed an electric bell. I wonder my hair did not turn grey that night over those bells. Most of the small wards had names, but it took me some time to remember that the third without a name meant the cancer case; and the one marked " head nurse," the girl with rheumatic fever; thatsurgical ward meant one where three women slept; and main v aid that occupied by four men. The duties of a night nurse* are pietty much the same everywhere ; mine began at seven p.m., when I started administering the last dose of the three times a day, and evening medicines and nourishments till seven a.m., when, having washed, or seen washed, everybody all round, and given them all their early coffees, I sat down to my own breakfast. 
